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Himalaya. I had no hesitation in preferring to go onto
Kashmir. It was not as if I were going back in doing so.
In point of fact, to go to the Valley of Flowers by the
route I selected and followed out was to plunge into a still
more interesting stretch of mountain country, and into re-
mote Tibetan provinces, such as Zanskar, situated atwhat
may fairly be called the very 'c back of beyont," and prac-
tically as secluded from the world and as unknown to
the public as the dominion of the Grand Lama itself.

It was also very doubtful how far it would be possible
to advance into Chinese Tibet by having yaks of one's
own and passing Shipki by night, because a few miles
pbeyond that village the road crosses the Sutlej, and the
only way of passing that river there is over a bridge
which is guarded by Tartar troops. The Kunawar men
told us of this, and they know the country well; for the
objection to the entrance of Europeans does not apply
to themselves, and in summer they are in the habit of
trading some way into the interior of Chinese Tibet
with blankets, sugar, tobacco, and wool, bringing back
rock-salt, shawl-wool, and borax. They also mentioned
that a few days' journey beyond the frontier they were
exposed to much danger from mounted robbers, there
being hardly any villages or houses until they get
to D'zabrung, or to Gartop, except a small village
within sight of Shipki; and one of them showed us
deep scars upon his head, which had been severely -cut
by these robbers, In travelling among the Himalaya,
one must necessarily keep to the roads, such as they
are, and the only way* of crossing the deep-cut furious
rivers is by the bridges which have been thrown across
them ; so that a bridge with a guard of soldiers would
in all probability be an impassable obstacle, except to
an armed force. But, once past the Sutlej and on the
rolling hills of Tartary, it would be possible to wander
about freely in many'directions.